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A Diſſwaſion from Love aud Ma- 
trimony. 

Ear Ned, I cannot but thy Fate deplore, 
In Love! In Bedlam would have pleasd me 
Can it be poſſible a Man of Wit, (more. 
Should ſuch a Serious Overſight commit? 


Cau'ſt thou fo well with Miſery diſpence ? 

That gainſt thy Self thou do'ſt a War commence : 
Debaſing Reaſon to the Senſe of Brutes, 

And tiring Nature in thy vain purſuits. 

Bating the ſound, what is't in Love can pleaſe ? 
Or, who but Madmen cheriſh a Diſeaſe ? 

Freedom infring'd, makes even Brutes diſpair ; 

No Beaſts but Lovers hug the Chains they wear. 
Love is a Bauble only for a Fool, 

Or Truant Boy, new ſtole from Rod and School : 
A rotten Seed in Youth's firſt Summer's ſown, 
Which he that can Write Man, muſt Bluſh to own. 
By Hell, Love's fond Idolatry outgoes 

The Ancient Heathens, ſince they often choſe 
So rich Materials a God to Frame, 

As een the Stuff might Veneration claim. 

While Lovers led by Fanſie, (Folly's guide) 
Their Adorations pay to Female Pride ; 

Who while from Reaſon's paths they thus deſcend, 
'Stead of a Deity, obey a Fiend. 

A Painted Toy, unworthy of a Glance, 

Throws the unmanly Puppets in a Trance: 

Charms is the Cry, Charms freſh as Infant Day, 
Suns, Moons and Stars, which none can ſee but they. 
I Bluſh to think what Folly prides to ſpeak ;, 

Away, be Wile, thele airy Fetters break. 

Caſt off the Spectacles of Love, and ſee - 

How it does with thy Character agree: 

How well it ſuits thy Manly Form to lye, ö 


With Hands and Eyes erected to the Sky, 

Imploring Aid from Female Tyranny. 

Think if another heard thee Sigh and Moan, 

Weep like a Babe, and like Damn'd Spirits Groan: 
Or, ſaw thy couchant Poſtures, heard thee crave 
Leave to Admire, or Paſport to the Grave; 


B With 


With what a fault ring Tongue thy Griefs were ſhown, 
In what Phraſes thou thy Love mad ſi known, 3 
| Ma. Cou d he f thee leſs than Frantick grown > 
1 But if ſhame Stings, not Proud of thy defeat, 
1 Ler gtheys Harms perſmade thee to retreat. * 
| Ler but hy Eyes o'er Fime$long Recdards move :; 
Read fatal Truths, (then if diſparing) Love. 
Survey the Catalogue of mighty Dcad, 
. See how the Strongeſt, Wiſeſt Men miſlead 
By Love, whoſe Breath makes pen Lawrel. Fade, 
| Have been to Death and Infarny hetræy d. 
| Had not the Man, by Heavn N above, 
» All Mortal force been render'd weak by Love: 
| Had he not been by Female Guilt betray d, 
4 | He ne'er had Sport for curs d Philiſtians made: 
| Ne'er ſigh'd for Day, nor Pillars overthrown, - *. 
| Nor in his Foes Deſtruction met his own. 
| | Had not fond Love nuflead ſucceſsful Hate, 
q: Carthage bad ral'd, Rome met her Rival's Fate: 
For while her one-ey'd Heroe fcorn'd to bow 
1 To Love, no Loſs made Furrows on his Brow. 
j But when he own'd Love's pow's at Capua, 
[1 | Succeſs and Freedom left him in a Day. 
| | This Bane of Glory, Love's deluſive 
1 Made een a Roman dread the clank of Arms. 
The Man who brav'd Philippia's bloody Field, 
At AuGinm poorly caſt away his Shield. 
J For ſeeing Beauties Purple Sails were ſpread, 
_ For flight th chang'd Antonius likewiſe fled, / 
; | Quitting his Friends, e're Fortune ran away, 
1 And gave not loft the well-diſputed Day. 
Many Examples more I cou'd relate, 
As well of Modern as of Ancient date: 
But theſe moſt Famous may futhcient prove, 
To ſhow the dangerous Effects of Love. 
i] | How. many Dangers for the Toy are run ? 
1 | How many Heroes Beauty has undone ? 
And, What is this ſame Beauty you adore ? 
Ks A pleaſing Dream, a Proteus, and no more: 
= An airy Nothing, not to be defin'd, 
| Nor to one Form or Colour be confin'd. 
One 1n the Spark'ling Luſtre of an Eye, 
Suppoſes Beauties chiefeſt force to lye: 
Others Imagine nothing can Compare 
To Stature, Shape, or a Majeſtick Air, 
Some like the Fair, ſome Brown, ſome Brisk, ſome Grave; 
Thus Beauty ſtill | is made Opinion's Slave ; 
| By jarring Judgments thus confus dly colt, | 
| | | Beauties Materials in the Crowd are loſt, 2 
BY And can no Being but Chimereal boaſt. 
And ſhall a Man deſign d for Ends more brave, 


| 4 Be to his own Ideas made a Slave ? 8 
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Or granting Beauty worthy of our View, 


Our Thoughts Deſires, nay, Adoration too, 
Yet ought we ſtill, if led by Reaſon's Ray, 
Its Owners Worth and Virtues to Survey. 
The which if done with an impartia Eye, 
Shame wou'd reſtore us to Tranquitity. 

Firſt from Affection clear each wandring t, 
Then on the Stage let Female Worth be brought, 
Freed from Engagement ſeriouſly enquire, 

In what they feem moſt worthy of Defire 3 

If Beauty pleads the Argument is weak, 

Since Manly Reaſon teaches us to ſeek 

More laſting Glories than the Eye can trace, 

In Shape, in Mein, or the Divineft Face; 

Since that which owns no ſure nor fett}'d Date, 
Subject to all the various Stroaks of Fate; 

To Time, to Sickneſs, nay, to Wind and Air, 
Is ſure below our Wiſhes, Hopes or Care. 
This being true, whatelſe can Paſſion move, 


And to our Reaſon juſtifie our Love? 


Since void of Learning, Strangers to all Arts, 


But to Betray and Trap unwary Hearts ; 


Untit for the illuſtrious Name of Friend, 
What can theſe Trifles to our Thoughts commend > 
Reſerv d their Words, their Wiſhes moſt obſcene ; 
In Converſation troubleſome or mean 3 
Their beſt Diſcourſe, ifany good can prove, 
Is of new Plays, or more fantaſtick Love; 
Who Dreſſes niceſt, who compleateſt Dance, 
And of new Changelings late arriv'd from France; 
And what new Faſhions were with them come Ofer ; 
Who has Divorc'd a Wife, who keeps a Whore ; 
Who Sings with Art, who Patch'd, who Painted well ; 
Whoſe Coach or Livery did moſt excel: | 
Theſe are the Nobleſt Subjects of Diſcourſe 
Youre {ure to meet, for many yet are worſe, 
If ſuch vain Bombaſt can Delight Commence, 
'Tis but toſuch as firſt have loſt their Sence ; 
Who led by Fancy and their own Deceit, 
And Paradoxly ſtile their Suff rings ſweet ; 
Such their Obedience, tho opprels'd with pain, 
Poor Souls, they dare not but bs halves complain. 
If counſell'd Freedom, tis in vain they cry 
Ove 5 __ taſt for Reaſon to unty. 

uch Charms they fancy round their Charmers moye 
Tho ſtill deſpis'd, 0 ſtill reſolv'd to bye; 11 
Wilfully Blind, from ſmalleſt Thought exempt; 
Freedom they neither hope for, nor attempt; i 
The fancied firmneſs of the Chain they wear, 


Choaks each brave Thought, or thinking Forms deſpair. 


Deluded Creatures, by your ſelves Betray'd 
By falſe Opinion truly wretched e : 
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For ſince Want, Riches, Happineſs and Care, 
Reſts in the Thoughts ſo as you think you are, 
Say to your {elf you will have Liberty; 
Graſp it in Thought, and you are truly free; 
But if miſlead you think, Endeavours vain, 


You may for ever drag your fancied Chain, 
For ever Sigh, and, unredreſs'd, Complain. 

Thus have you ſeen to be ſuch Bubbles made, 
We muſt ourſelves be by ourſclves betray'd. 
Therefore leaſt you, as many more have done, 
For want of Caution ſhould to Ruin run, 

I] let you know the goodly Qualitics, 

Of this ſame Love, which you lo highly prize, 
Firſt, tis the motive to unworthy Rage; 
Baffler of Youth, and Cuckolder of Ag: ; 
Beautics B-trayer, Laviſher of Wealth; 
Virtues Diſhonour, Enemy to Health. 

Thus far its own Perfections I've run thro”, 

Next what it works in others meets my view : 

Its owners ſtill are Slaves to anxious pain ; 
Eaſe is a Stranger to a love- ſick brain; 

Meat has no Reliſh, balmy Sleep forſakes 
Their ſhriv'Iled Opticks, Sorrows Earthquake ſhakes 


Their Tortur'd Breaſts, which ne'cr from Tumults free, 


Take Fever's Fire, (Love's fatal Livery. 

Here's Love, but where is Love*s Felicity? 

Some other tell, ſince tis unknown to me: 

Yet having Love's Efhgies in our view, 

Let's fee what iis Fam d influence can do. 

O now I have't ! twill nouriſh Perjury, 

Make Wenches Dance, and younger Brothers Lie ; 

Learn Fools to Flatter, Tradeſmen to be Poor ; 

And Boarded Miſs in time to play the W---re : 

Makes Clergy Men new Doctrines to purſue; 

Nay, ſome Affirm 'twill make a Poet too: © 

But that Pll not believe; it rather makes 

Men Mad, whoſe Reaſon, cer its leave it takes; 

As the laſt Act, tis likely to commence, 

Scatters ſome ſhreads of undigeſted Sence; 

Which tho' the ſpurious Off-ſpring of Diſeaſe, 

(Becauſe Extravagant) ſome Pallates pleaſe. 

Love makes the Courtier dreſs, the Lawyer write, 

What Littleton ne er taught him to endite ; 

The Souldier lazy, and neglect his Fame, 

A Man (for all) unworthy of his Name. 

Then Na conſider, leave thefe Fooleries ; 

Converſe. no more with Ecchoes, Brooks and Trees. 

'Stead of this Fanſie, this Tormenting Toy, 

The cheerful Bowl, and honeſt Friends enjoy : 

Be what thou waſt, Societies rich Crown, 

And in rough Claret Love's blind Baſtard ns. 
| ince 


Ju: 


Since none but Painters can by Beauty live, g. 
Thy Thoughts of Beauty to the Painters give- 
But ſhield me, Heav'n ! What is this I hear? 
What borrid Sounds invade my trembling Ear ? 
Tis ſaid thy Folly will delated be, 

From Love, to more deſtructive Matrimony. 


Death, Ned, what mean'ſt! Is gnawing Care a Gurft 


To be defir*d, invited to your Breaſt? 

Didſt want an allay to the Joys of Life? 

If ſo, be ſure thou'lt find it in a Wife. 

A Wife! Life's C'og, Bane of aſcending Glory, 

Poiſon of Peace, Earth's trueſt Purgatory. 

A Wife ! What is it, but weak Nature's Shame. 

Loſs and Confuſion in another Name? 

If they are Fair, as being coveted 

By each wild Gazer, Jealouſie is bred : 

A fear to loſe Love's long unguſted Feaſt, 

But greater yet, to be Enroll'd a Beaſt, 

Makes the fond Husband filently complain, 

And with ſoft Murmurs ſhake his galling Chain 

But if not Fair, Diflike is the next ſtage 

Deſire arrives at; if oppreſt with Age, 

Ages defects, ill Nature, and Diſeaſe, 

With Doctors Bills, are all that's leſt to pleaſe: 

But if with Age or Youth their venter Gold 

Comes in, then Pride will the aſcendant hold. 

Hier Rigging with the richeſt Dames muſt vy, 

Which if refus d, my Portion is the cry: 

But if you Obſtinate remain, Poor Soul, IT 

She's ſtruck with Death, her trembling Eye: balls roul + 

The Doctor's call'd ; when loth to meet a Bill, 

With Items ſwell'd, Miſs Wife obtains her Will. 

1H Poor, tumultuous Wants themſelves diſplay, 

Dethrone Content, and Frighten Love away; 

[i wiſe, preſuming on her Wondrous Sence, 

Sh:il Rule, at Jeaſt a Civil War Commence. 

It Fooliſh, tho' She no Dominion get ; 

Whom she can't govern, ſhe'll moſt ſurely fret. 

Theſe are the certain Miſchieſs that attend 

A wedded Life, and all to Diſcord bend : 

Therefore dear Ned, if thou didſt ever priſe, 

My Love, or think me worthy to adviſe, 

Refrain this folly : If thy Nature ſway 

To Venus, rather craving Sence obey, 

And with a Mind unfix'd Delights purſue ; 

'Tis changing often keeps 'em ever new ; 

Shifting preſerves the moſt exalted Toy, 

If oft repeated will aſſur dly Cloy. 

Then Ned, let Pleaſures Painted Scenes oft vary 5 

Indulge each Sence ; do any thing but Marry ; 
Ld | $; 


Which 
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Which that you may avoid is ſtill the Pray'r, 
Hope and Defire of 


Your Friend, 
Tom Bt. 


— — — — 


The Anſwer being a Defence of Love 


and Matrimony. 


Nthinking Tow, the Pity which you ſend 
To me, the ſame to you | recommend 3 
Hadſt thou been wiſe thy Theme had been above 
The common Doggril, wronging Sacred Love ; 
But tell me Jom, was't want of Subject made 
Thy toothleſs Rage a Deity invade ? 
If ſo, from hencetorth rule thy artleſs Spight, 
Andlearn to think (my Friend) as well as write. 
And now with what you firſt begin Diſpute, 
That Love's unmanly I'll at large confute : 
True Love or Paſſion by that Name expreſt, | 
I challenge Time to ſhew it cer did reſt C 
In a degen'rate or unmanly Breaſt : 
No, 'tis ſo far from any Thought that's low, 
It either finds Souls brave, or makes em ſo; 
Where Love commands, Fear as a Vaſſal bows : 
Love like Ambition no deſcent allows. 
Had knowing Homer thought Love's Sacred Flame 
An Enemy to Virtue, or to Fame; 
Had he but view'd it with the leaſt Diſdain, 
His fiery Heroe had not wore Love's Chain : 
But well he knew to form a Heroe well, 
He mult in Love as well as Arms excel; 
Had Alexander, Cyrus, Conftantine, 2 
Thought Love a Crime, they ne er had Lovers been; 
Yet theſe were Men of Sence and Courage too; 
Yet bluſh'd not Love with Glory to purſue ; 
The Throne of Venus fills an Orb above, 
To which a Coward Paſhon cannot move; 0 
None but the Bold and Brave compleatly Love, 
Each Saylor may as well outvy Great Drake, 
As e'ery Man areal Lover make. 
Next your Examples fit to curb the Wiſe, 
f right apply*d) but there your Error lyes: 
The Paſſion which you with ſuch Heat purſue, 


As being Brutal, I abhor like you. 
| Had 


* 


n 
Had Samſons Paſſion any limits known, 
It had not all his Triumphs overthrown 3. 

For while his Conqueſts, by undoubted Fame 
Are ſung, his Luſt ſtamps Bliſters on his Name. 
And had Antonius to a virtuous Wife 
Been juſt, preſerv d had been both Fame and Life; 
Had he preferr d OFavia's Love before 
The falſe Endearments of the Royal Whore 
If Cleopatra he had never leen, 


Or ſecing loath*d, how happy had he been? 


But when his Reaſon to his Luſt gave way, 
Miſchief its Sable Pinions did diſplay, 

And to ſad Night revers d Joys pleaſing Day. 
Thus have you ſeen (nor can it be deny d) 
All due to Luſt, which you to Love apply'd. 
Miſhap and Danger but to Luſt appears 

A Virtuous Love nor Merits it, nor Fears, 
Then for the Qualities of Love which you 
(Bias d by Hate) have drawn ſo far from true, 
I muſt deſcribe, do injur'd Virtue right, 

And reſcue Love from undermining Spight. 
Baffler of Youth, Love ill deſerves that Name, 
Which learns Youth firſt to tread the Paths of Fame. 
Were't not for Love Sunk in inglorious eaſe, 
Youth's active Virtue wou'd ignobly freeze; 

But Love 1s the true Primothean Fire, 

Which dulleſt Clay can with a Soul inſpire, 

"Tis that which is Affections friendly Joyner, 

Virtues Aſſiſtant, and our Souls Refiner. 

Beauties Betrayer, Virtues Infamy, 

Riches Exhauſter, Healths known Enemy. 

How much Blind Malice did thy Sence miſguide, 
Theſe Epithets were well to Luſt apply'd ; 

Which in Hells moſt polluted Robe does move, 

But ill agrees with more exalted Love : 

The difference twixt Love and Luſt's as great, 

As twixt a Feaver and a natural Heat; 

Sences delight, one only does purſue, 

Tother a nobler Object keeps in view; 

Not to a pleaſing Form alone confin'd, 

But to the Richer Glories of the Mind; 

Beauty it Scorns, unleſs that Beauty be 

Adorn'd with Virtue, Sence and Modeſty ; 

While 1n the fading Roſes of a Cheek, 
Is center d all that brutal Luſt does ſeek. 


And for the Influence of Love, which you 


Have Blazon d forth as hideous as new ; 
Reſolv d to ſlander, tho at Virtues price; | 
Styling its Prop, The Nurſe of bloated Vice; 
A Crime which in a faithful Lover's Eye 

Is too Mountainous not to meet the Lie; 
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Therefore prepare the real Influence 
Of Love to hear, not ſuch as bias'd Sence 

Faſly conceits, but ſuch as Planets join d, 
Beſto upon it to oblige Mankind. 
Love makes the Miſer {light his hoarded Gold, 
The Traitor faithful, and the Coward bold: 

Love makes the Soldier glorious, Toils parſue ; 
And Love, or nothing, makes the Stateſman true. 
Love makes the Tyrant ceafe to rage and frown, 
The Babbler filent, and genteel the Clown, 

The Lawyer juſt without the pow'r of Coin, 
The Dull Man witty, and the Wiſe divine: 
Theſe are the Firſt that fall within my thought, 
But Love has more ſurpriſing Wonders wrought. 
Laſtly, that Women the Materials want 

To form a Friend, is but a Modiſh Cant; 

Tho' Men unjuſtly challenge all that's rare, 
What can we boaſt in which they have no ſhare ? 
If Senſe, to which we lay the boldeſt Claim, 

Be it, te Recor of undoubted Fame 
C:nfu:es that Plea : It Arms or Arts be it, 

It's vainly urg d ; hey have both Fought and. Writ: 
If Sacred Love, there can be no compare; 
The greateſt Foes to the much injur'd Fair 
Allow 'em that, and as a weakneſs place | 
Unſhaken Faith, (ſuch be my worſt Diſgrace: ) | 
If apt to Learning, Courage, Truth and Senſe, 
What ist they want true Friendſhip to commence ? 
From whence tis plain thy only Muſe is Hate, 

Or a Litigious fondneſs of Debate ; | 

But let me tell-you Friend, too far you wade, 

You might have bounded Malice, not diſplay'd 
The Cobweb Flag of Satrilegious Wit, 
Gainſt that whech e'en indulgent Heav'n thinks fit. 
Cainſt Sacred Love how does thy Malice rore? 
And Wife more odious ſeems to you than Whore. 
Tho' Folly is unworthy a reply z r 
Yet ſince we own the thing we don't deny, 

I'll anſwer thee ; and firſt maintain a Wife 
To be no Burden, but the Joy of Life: 

In Sickneſs the Endearments of the Fair 

- Inſpire new Strength, and Nature's Wracks repair. 
In Want to have a Part'ner in our Grief 
Some Satisfaction yeilds, if not Relief: | 
This at the worſt : But Oh, the Raptures wrought 
By happy Love, do far Tranſcend my Thought! 
The bare Idea, tho the reſt's deny d, | 
Makes Godlike Raptures thro' my Boſom glide : 
But to my purpoſe, ſince you ask d me what 

I meant by Marriage, or did level at? 
II freely tell you; .'twas a; happy Life 
I ſought to gain, the means I judg d a Wife; 


Which 
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Which you deny, ſaying, it dulls the Soul, 
And does each ſprightly Faculty controul : 
Tis true, in that it muſt Aggreſſor be, 
If *tis a Crime to dull Impiety; 
Yet no unſullied Rapture is declin'd, 
For what you call debaſing of the Mind, 
Is but a Curb unruly Luſt to break, 5 
Of which Pens Write, and Tongues with horrour ſpeak. 
Tarquin the Haughty, Cruel and Unjult, 
Loſt not his Crown by Tyranny, but Luſt : 


Had Paris took ſome worthy Trojan Bride, 


Troy ſtill had ſtood, Priam in Peace had dy d: 

But brutal Luſt in Peaſant or in King, 

Will ſure Diſaſter and Confuſion bring: 

Nought that is Moderate can Merit blame; 

But beſt Exceſſes border ſtill on Sh ame: 

So Love, if to one worthy Object bound, 

Wears Vertues Robes, but the polluted round 

Of Truant Fancy, and Unſettled Senſe, 

Not only Tires, but does a Crime Commence : 

Thus Marriage is to Chaſtity ally'd, 

Ordain'd by God, by Reaſon juſtify'd. 

Had Hymen ne er put on his Saffron Robe, 

What fatal Jarrs cer this had ſhook the Globe? 

If Fancy had not been by Law o'erſway'd, 

What Devaſtations had by Luſt been made? 

Commerce had been o'erthrown, Society 

A Name, the Earth uncultivated lye; 

What leſs Diſorder cou'd we hope, if he 

Whole Sword cut deepeſt wore Love's Livery ? 

Thus have I prov'd to each unbyaſs'd view, 

Marriage both Juſt, and Neceſſary too; 

Next will I prove it fit to be defir'd 

For its own ſake, and worthily admir'd. 

When all Fate order'd is by us perform'd, 

And Death our Citadel of Clay has ſtorm'd ; 

By whoſe rude Hand uncloath'd, our Souls are flown 

To prove New Realms, and claim a promis d Throne: 

When Mix'd with Duſt we lye, then to Commence 

A ſecond Life, can ne*er diſpleaſe the Sence: 

Nay, ſome to fill the Rolls of Fame have thought 

So great a good, that they no other ſought ; 

Some by their Learning ſeek to merit Praiſe, 

Some fonder yet, vain Mauſoleums raiſe: 

Others by hurling Ruin thro the Globe, 

Suppoſe their Scarlet Fames Immortal Robe; 

But are miſtaken ; Immortality, N 1 

If Earth can boaſt, it does moſt ſurely lye 

In Virtae, and a Vertuous Progeny. 1 

Een Macedox, and Ceſar's Names ſurvive 

By Charity, and thro? kind Authors live. x. 
WWW Had 
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Had thꝰ Prince of Poets ne er been Born, what Tongue 
Had Trojan Fate and Hecłor's Actions Sung? 

But had they all a Vertuous Iſſue known, 
They'd been indebted to themſelves alone: 

A Noble Race, and Generous Deſcent, 

Had been a Laſting, Deathleſs Monument. 
Therefore, my Friend, if my Advice may prove 
Worthy regard, abſtain from lawleſs Love; 

It you deſire your Actions ſhou'd appear 
The Theme of Fame to after Ages dear, 
Your vagrant Fires toward Sacred Marriage 
And be for once adviſed by your Friend. 


bend, | 


* „— —— 


News from LONDON. 


EAR Hill thy laſt did earneſtly enquire 
What News in Town? This anſwers thy defire : 

This City is a Shop of Novelty, 
Where nothing's Old bur Senſe and Honeſty ; 
New Wines from Spain, New Fools from France come o'er, 
New Thoughts of War, New Crowds of Foreign Poor; 
New Places to the leaſt deſerving fal 
New Suits make 1 2 85 work, and Lawyers Bawl; 
Weavers ſet up for Politicians; Dice Jas: 
Are grown as common as our Gentry Nice : 
Caſt Captains Tutor'd by Neceſſity, — 
Uſe Nature's Weapons now that Art's laid by 
And by the dark Intriegues of Park and Pit, 
Breaks Heart and Fortune of Cornuted Cit; 
No friendly Laws check growing Uſury, 
Yet for leſs Crimes Poor Rogues at Bhurn Die: 
The Gladiator's Gain, directed Rage, 
With Poet Bombaſt, vies to Plague the Stage. 
For other things, Faith Mill, they re much the ſame 
You left em; Beggers ſtill are Blind and Lame: 
Gay Baubles ſtill delight the Giddy CrowCd. 
The Poor are Envious, and the Rich ſtill Proud: 
Maids dreſs for Husbands, Whores for Cullies Paint, 
And honeſt Presbyter ſtill Apes the Saint:  _ 
Envy feign'd Friendſhip, Pimps, and. falſe Report, 
Are till Inhabitants of Town and Court: 
Bawds dreſs in Tiſſue, Quakers love the Vine, 
And Poets ſtill Lament the want of Coin: 
Criſpine on M throws his Awl aſide, - | . 
And noifie Quacks thro th bubbl'd City ride: 
The Lawyers Clerks (when Drunk) do ſtill purſue _ . 
Their ancient Foes, the Night-commanding | Cr 
Of drowſie Watchmen, to attain the Name 
Ot honeſt Rake, (a Word of modern Fame.) 
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Women 
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Women run Mad, for Hemp and Water fight; 
As if but two Roads to the Realms of Night F 
But might my Pray'rs the yet untainted ſeize, 
The P--x ſhou*d not out- rival the Diſeaſe | 
Of wiſhing Death; *twou'd eaſe my burning Hate, 
Pay an Old Debt, and purge the fick ning State E 
O'ercharg'd with Women: This, dear Will, is all - 
That does within my weak Remembrance fall 
Worthy Remark ; which with my hopes to fee 
This Diſtance chang'd to wiſh'd Society, 
Is all at preſent from 


Your Friend, 


. B. 


MACS 
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News from the COUNTRY. 


EAR Rogue, thy Letter I with Joy reteiv'd, 

Perus d with Pleaſure, and with Faith Believ'd; 
And mean return; tho from a Villager 
Small News can come to pleaſe your Nicer Ear: 
'Tis ſaid, a Prophet from the Book of Fate, 
With Wondrous foreſight did this Truth Tranſlate : 
The Man that is of Friends and Money ſcant, 
'Tis Ten to One but hell a Dinner want. 
Nay, deeper yet, this learned Wizzard writ, 
That Honeſty, without the aid of Wit, 
Is little worth; and Craft, if Credit fail, 
May Mine to Hell, but rarely will prevail ; 
So much for Prophets: Tis reported here, 
The Sun will ſet when Iürtice does appear; 
And that the Ganger, Tallyman and Fry'r, _ 
Will ſtalk in Scarlet when Old Nick turns Dyer. 
ThatReaſon is an Antidote gainſt Pride 
That Wine and Friends can ne'er be prais'd till try'd ; 
That Whores like Wood-Men on beſt Timber pitch; 
That Avarice is not unlike the Itch ; <x 
The more tis Scratch't the greater is the Sore ; 
That tis a Crime to be or Wiſe or Poor: 
That Men were bleſt, were Women as they ought; 
That Caution may, Wiſdom can ne er be Bought : 
That gawdy Trappings win a Female Heart. 
And that Occafion pleads the beſt Deſerts  * 
That D thinks to ſwell the Houſe of Lords; 
This Fran, is all the News our Town afford, 
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The Character of a PARASITE. 


F all the Monſters Africa can boaſt, 
Or thoſe dread Hydra's of the Indian Coaſt, 
I challenge Nature, midſt of all amiſs, 
To ſhow a Monſter half ſo Foul as this; 
So much Deteſted by each knowing Eye, 
So Prejudicial to Society. | 
A Paraſite! The Name does Baſeneſs own, 
Averſe to Good, deſign'd for Ill alone, 
The Shade of Friend, in Miichief Wiſe and Bold, 
A deadly Poyſon in a Cup of Gold. 
His end (if he his ſordid end obtain) 
Is to deceive, and in deceiving gain : 
His Face b-ſpeaks Humility and Sence ; 
But Eyes know nothing but the preſent Tenſe : 
His Faith (if c'er he kept ſuch Company) 
Muſt with his Patron's Senizments comply; 
A Courtier's Steward, Whore, nay, Lackey, he 
Far more adores than Fame or Honeſty : 
Not any but the Dead he Diſcommends ; 
And Praiſes none but for themſelves or Friends: 


Him he'll Salute, tho ſure to meet a Frown; 
And paſt, will Swear he long the Man has known. 
Nay, even Vices yet,unprov'd, unknown, 

If Faſhionable, hell admire and own: 1 
Goods bove his reach he views with envious Eyes; 
Loves nothing truly Fortune feems to Priſe; _ 
His Means and Meaning ſtill wear diff rent Dreſs ; 
And by obeying, does his pow'r Expreſs: 
Rather than drone, if Sence the prelence ſway, 
Not daring to adviſe, the Fol he] play, 

Like Poets, ſtill complaining, of the Fates, 

And Small-beer more than a Detection Hates; | 

In words abuſive, tho' declining fight ; oy 
This is the true-bred Monſter Paraſite. 


If there's a Wit of Note about the Town, 0 


of DEATH. 


ceaſe to Be, to Die, can that appear 
So horrid, as to juſtiſie our Fear? 
If Death's a: Good (as it muſt furely be) 
VVhy do we fear it? If a Miſery, 
Fear but encreaſes; Terrours of the Grave, 


Tho' truly vain, makes Man Opinion's Slave. 


Tho 
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4 | Since Life with Fear yeilds no Tranquility, 

0 VVho ſcorns Diſaſter is both VViſe and Free. 

Yet Men to Shield them from deſerved Shame, 

; Many Excuſes for their Fears Proclaim'; 
k One thinks he has not number'd o'er his Years, 

'F Therelore at Death's approach concern d appears. 

4 Fond Souls, to keep ſuch Idle Dreams in view, 
4 And think nought g ood but what is laſting too; 

Since Life is Meaſur d by the end, a Crowd 
Of circling Years makes Man nor ill nor good; 
Tis not the length ot Days, but Time well ſpent, 
Crowns Lite with Fame, and Death with ſweet CE. 
Others in Battel meeting honeſt Death, 
Cauſe far from home, in Murmurs yeild their Breath ; 
W hich ſure is Vain ; ſhou'd Crowds of Kindred * 
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On our laſt Breath? Tis but to Die in State z 
They may condole, but not retard our Fate. 
: But yet to leave their Friends they maſt deplore; 
Why 2 Where they go they're ſure to meet with more; 
Nay, even thoſe whoſe Loſs does ſo diſmay, 
Are ſure to follow, they but lead the way; 
This Rub remov'd, they for their Children n 
Let looſe to Fate: Is Providence aſſeep?̃ 
If not, in vain their Sighs, in vain cls Tears, 
Since God is Father both of them and theirs. 
Others Lament to be from Earth withdrew, 
OY And dread een Heav'n cauſe tis not in view ; 
3 Strange to reflect on all that they can ſee, 
* One ſingle Vear brings to Maturity: 
1 The preſent Day is like the paſt, one Light 
2 Commenees Day, one Shade gives Name to Night: 
Age they have feen, and ſtrong . 5 
What ſcope then reſts for Curioſity ? 4011 7 
Others the very Spectacle or Deen, :n - 
"Cauſe gaſtly, makes''em loathe to * with Breath; 
Miſtaken Souls, they but Death's Vizzard __ 
1 What's underneath is all Felicity: 
ST Death to our Fears does all his Horror owes. 
* Nor has no Sting but what ourſelves beſtow. 
Others by frightful Dreams diſmay d, Deſpair | 
To prove. new Realms, and go they know not where: : 
Such is Man's Weaknels, ſuch our fix d Diſeaſe,  -:/'\- 
3 That things (tho good) becauſe unknown, diſpleaſe. 
= | Yet if it were not thought an ill to Die, 
= On each Diſaſter Men to Death wou'd fly: 
2 Did not our Fears reign daring Miſery, + 
= ou re wou'd our Ruin be: 
erefore it does. moſt trul ve Appear, 
Nor to with Death, nor its + —. _ . 
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1 Were Death a thing uncertain, then it mi it. of 
6B Be fear d; but certain, wherefore does it Fright ? 2 0 
Ills in ſuſpenee have oft uncouth appear'd, ner: 


But certain, ſhou'd expected be, not fear d. 
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L140 
Life is unworthy of a brave Man's Truſt, 
And Death, ſince fit, is conſequently Juſt ; 
Therefore tis weak with ſtart ed Eyes to view, 
A thing that's Juſt and Neceſſary too. 


il _ 
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N that calm Age, for many Bleſſings ſtil'd, 

The Golden one, when Beaſts were only wild, 
How happy did Man live? Unſullied Peace 
Lent Joys ſoft Wings to Time: The kind encreaſe 
Of Heav'ns Bleſſings render'd Want unknown, 
14 Envy unborn, and Diſcord's Seeds unſown; 
10 No Land-Marks then did Earth's Rich Surface Wound, 
Jil What each cou'd Till was undiſputed Ground; 
100 As much of Earth as could by one be Sown, 
N Reap'd and Manur d, was properly his own ; 
Wit The World was open, no Incloſures lay, 
To make the Traveller forſake his way; 
100 But all in common liv d; if ought did prove 
| Diſpleaſing, 'twas but Saddle and Remove; A 
No Man cou d at his Neighbours Riches grutch, | i 
Since if he pleas'd he L__ enjoy as much; = 
| Sweet Innocence, and juſt Equahty, * 
I} Chain'd Envy up, and Crown'd Society. x 
I If ought was lent, no Obligation lay, $ 

| . 
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| No Bond nor Witneſs NA a. payment Day 3 
| So juſt, and ſo unpractic d todeceive, 
" Were Men, they cou'd without an Oath believe; 
Ii | No Court Diſputes did their calm Hours annoy : | 
| [ (Where Truth preſides, there's little Room for Law.) 4 
| No greedy Merchant for the Thirſt of Gain, ; I 
Ms To diſtant Shores cut through the liquid Plain, 2 
1 No Sounds of War diſturb'd the Jab ring Swain. | 
| | | No Court Cabals, no Frauds deſtructive prov d, F. 
Ui But Words and Meaning Kill together mov d: -p 
| No Thoughts of — Fame, no looſe Bun KB 
Did yond a happy Harveſt Hope aſpire : 
[ Tbus did Men live, til fatal thine and mine, 
Uſher'd in Ruin, Diſcord, and Defgn, 
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E LL me ſome Friendly Brother o the SV. 
Since to our lower Ob it is unknown, 
1 What Climate boaſts unſoil'd Felicity, 1 
Where ist "Content! S unſpotted Seeds are ſown? | 
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Or do our Fears (tho ſeldom) once ſpeak true 3 
Is Peace with Juſtice to your Realms withdrew ? 


It muſt be ſo, or Earth's more happy Sons 
Wou'd ſurely find it; yet we daily ſee 

Their vain purſuits, e en them, like me, it thuns 3 
And but by Name we know Felice 

This proves in whatſoever Breaſt tis fown, 

It finds at once a Being and à Fhrone. 


Science affirms we all may happy be, 
And that cach well-inftroftes Breaſt may boaſt; 
The true Materials of Tranquility, 
To have with Learning to itſelf engroſt; 
But this each mean Experience denies, 
For who more wretched than the knowing Wiſe? 


Or what more diff rent than the Paths they take, 
This ever-tlecting Bleſſing to acquire? 
To ſeixe it, ſome thro? Virtues Fences Break; 
Others more Wiſe, Obſequiouſly admire; 
Vet all, when Death (the Friend of Truth)" draws nigh, 
Confeis on Earth dwells no Tranquility. 


In Health wiſe Pinder judg d Man's richeſt Prize 
Of Bliſs co reſt, a Body free from Pain ;, 

With which the Soul does ever ſympathize, 
He thought ſufficient Happineſs to Gain; 

Nor gueſt he ill, for if of that bereft, 

Ot Life's Enjoyments little guſt is left. 


Crates to Wealth Man's chiefeſt. God confin'd 5 
On Golden Wings to ſoar above the Crowd 
He thought a Bleſſing, by th Eternal Mind 


Only to its moſtdarling Sons allow'd ʒ; 


But ſhot awry; Virtue where-ever found, _ 
By God's impartial Hand will ſure be Crown' d. 


Unbounded Pow'r, the Government of. States; 
The Learned, but Miſtaken Chilo, PE. 
To be the Richeſt Jewel that the Fates 
Cou' dgi ve, or by, by air Man, beſought.: VG 
But til the Wheel of Fortune —— to 7 
There's little Peace, leſs Safety, in command. 


Simonides. in; Popular Applauſe 
Thought all, char lan coud wiſh” was: fund 30 
When noiſie Votes o er- rufd the Smother'd Laws, 
He judg d Ambition moſt compleatiy Crown'd : 
But whoſoe er does on ſuch Wings rely, 
May learn in time, Ilke Iamet to fly; 


Autiſthine in Vertuous Fame did p 
His only Goetz a Name above the C 4 12 
He thought his ragged Fate did bigbly grace, 0 

And from Oblivion d would his Mem'ry ſhrowd- 3 
Non judgd he wrong ; the Fame from Vertiebied, 
Is juſtly wist d for, juſtly cheriſtted; 6 N17 te 

An 
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An honeſt Off-ſpring Sophocles admir'd 
As Life's chief Good, that when in Earth's kind VVomb 
By nature laid, to meet what he defird 
In them, a living uncorrupted Tomb; 
For well he knew the Urns that Vertue rear, 
VVill the Egyptian Piramids outwear. 


Sweet Eloquence admir'd Palemon Charm'd, 
{The happy Midwife of our Thoughts) by which 
VVe win belief, (tho Hell againſt us arm'd). 
This Gift by him was ſtiPd moſt truly Rich; 

Nor is it leſs; they who its Laws deride, 
Blow Envy's Trumpet, if tis well apply d. 


Thus have I briefly touch d on the belief 
Of each great Man: Now what from hence can we 
Collect towards burthen'd Nature's wiſh'd relief? 
Or on the which fix true Felicity? 


'Twere hard to judge, did not Event expreſs, 
They all fall ſhort of real Happineſs. 


But if to Heavenly Raptures we aſpire 

To the Bright Regions ot eternal Day, 
We need not fear to miſs what we deſire, 

Since God Himſelf has mark d us out the way: 
Then towards thy God my Soul thy Eyes advance, 
Since Earthly Bleſſings are not worth a glance. 


The P oet's Litany. 


Rom a Lawyer's God ſave you, and Tallyman's Bow z 

A Bully's loud Oaths, and an Alehouſeman's Now 3 
From a Juſtice of Peace, judge of Wrong and of Right; 
From a Sergeant by Day, and a Lord in the Night ; 

Libera nos Domine. 8 N 
From a Drury Lane Whore, and the Buz othe Pit; 
From a Breakfaſt at Two, and a Bawd in a Fit; 
From a Citizen's Wife, when the Caſh is ſo Sunk, 
That ſhe Runs to a Brokers, inſtead of her Trunk; 
From the Sight of a Friend when my Rigging is Bare; 
And from the mad Gambols of Aldertan s Hee. 510 5 
From the Praiſe of a Play'r, and Clark's Converfation ; 
From a Nag in my Purſe; (the Itch of the Nation 3 

L. GM 0356 10 eh 90,01 THE 
From the Pride of the Clergy; arid Conſcience of Gauger; 
From third Nights Defeat, and a Nem-Marlet Wager; 
From a, Sir, I'll not tarry, hen Money is wanting; 
From a Puritan's Eye, and a Pickpocket's Canting 5 

L. Sen ei o norrildC mt [:. 
From the Tricks of a Page; and a Fiſherman's Lie; 
From a Babe in a Basket, and Fate of n Spy; ns 

rom 
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From the noi of the City, and Jacobite Hope 3 _ 

From # Sanctify d Knife, and Oppreſſion of Pope; 
Lib. Gr. e 

From the News of à Barber, and Promiſe of Noble; 

From a Chamber in Bedlarr, and Hands of the Moble; 

From the Shop of a Scriv'ner, and Faith of a Taylor; 

From Blotting of Paper, and Life of a Saylor; 


Li, Gs. 
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| Of Predeſtin 
EASE finful Soul, learn Rebel to be Mute; 
With thy Creator dare not to Diſpute z 
Ask not the reaſon why ſome deſtin'd are 
To Bliſs Eternal, ſome to Endleſs Care ? 
But let thy bold Enquiries bounded be 


By this, Tis God's immutable Decree, 
In chuſing any, Clemency is ſhown, 


tion. 
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And in rejecting, he does injure none. 1 
What Man ſo vain to bound a Deity? 4 
Or make his Pow'r leſs than his Mercy free? | 


Our vain Repinings but ourſelves abuſe : 

What God has made he may at Pleaſure uſe. 
Tho' the Eternal Mind does ſome affect, 

Some leave to Sin, ſome from its Stains protect; 
The cauſe of which, tho' hid from tainted Duſt, 
Whate'er it be, it can be nought but Juſt, 

Yet ſintul Men, to make Hell's Tenets ſhine, 

Would charge Damnation on Decrees Divine. 
Amazing boldnefs! Yet we daily find 

Men ſteel'd in Sin, to all that's Hl inclin'd ; 

To ſhift the Horrors of their deſpꝰ rate State, 
Charge all their Crimes on the Decree of Fate; 
Urging their Sins cou d not avoided be, 

In that they finn'd by ſtrong Neceſſity. 

Unthinking Fools! that farely were to make 

The God of Goodn:{s Mortal Crimes partake z 
Which cannot be, Oh! no Iniquity 

Can ne'er be center'd in the Deity. 

Tis true, Man can no ſintul act purſue 

Without God's Knowledge, and Permiſſion too. 

By him we live; but that his Pow'r ſhould frame 
Our Hearts to Sin, is what I ſcarce dare Name: it 
No, in offending, led by Reaſon's Laws, 4 
We find one Action but a double cauſe ; | 
Man's vagrant Wiſhes, black Concupiſcence, 
The firſt and:inftramental Cauſe commence. 1 
Next God apart, yet Pow'r of Motion gives, 

In, that by him each erring Mottal lives; 
"Yet that the Crime ſhou'd be on Heav'n thrown, 
Is moſt abſurd, unleſs its * one. 
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But Oh how thin would Earth be, if each time 
God ſaw, his Vengeance ſhowd purſue the Crime? 
I mean immediate, for tho' Mercy ſtay, | 
And make Eterna] Vengeance ſomewhat ſtray, 6 
Yet tis too ſure, and ne'er can loſe its way. 

When a Muſician ſtrikes an Inſtrument, 

It broke, diſcordant Harmony finds vent; 

He's the ſound's cauſe, but that the ſound was ill; 
What's broke mult anſwer, not his want ot Skill ; 

So tis with Men when broke by Sin, in vain 

Conſcience attempts to form a plealing ſtrain ; 

For which we muſt not Blame its Sacred Art, 

But ſtrong reſiſtance of an harden'd Heart. 

Then let not ſinſul Man impute Offence 

To God, the Abſtract of all Excellence; 

Nor yet attempt with Sin o erclouded Eyes, 

To pry into the Counſels of the Skies ; 

But let this caution be Remember'd well, 

Sathan was free to Stand, but yet he Fell : 

Nor are we leſs; alike good Acts and III 

Are both the products of unbounded Will; 

Which being true, whatever Fate attend 

Our good or ill, does on ourſelves depend. 

Therefore | 

Let not Predeſtination harraſs Wit, 

God ne'er will Damn whom Virtue does Acquit. 


The fFoys f HEAVEN. 
Ttend my Call, Celeſtial Nine inſpire ; 
My doubting Genius with your pureſt Fire 
Aid me to Sing what Joys bleſt Spirits prove, 

What Raptures wait untainted Souls above: 

But Ol in Vain I do your Aid implore ; | 
The Theme's too vaſt, my Thoughts too low and poor 
For ſuch a Subject. To begin, wou'd need 
A Heav'nly Vrompter 3 and begun, proceed; 
For Heavenly Raptures are reveal'd to none, 
Bat thoſe that Sing before the Heavenly Throne. 
None can the Glories of the Sky declare, 

But thoſe that in its God-like Tranſports ſhare : 
T hen ſtop my Mule, dare only to expreſs 

What is not there; at what there is, but gueſs: 
Heaven by our Praiſe can no addition Win, 
And Praiſe imperfect may Create a Sin. 

In the bright Regions of Eternal. Day, 

Pale Grief did nc'er its Sable Wings diſplay : 
No Diſcontent, no Sadneſs, no Deſpair, 
Nought that's afflictive reathes ſo pure an Air: 


The 
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The Sable Robe ne'er trail'd along the Sky ; 
Death's Arm wants force to hurl a Shaft ſo high : 
No Pain, no Sickneſs, nought that gauls below 


Is tound above ; Griefs heavy Streams ne er flow 
Above the Earth ; Pale Envy, Fury, Hate, 


Are no Attendants on the Heav'nly State; 


No Droſs-brib'd Patrons of oppreſſive Wrong; 
No Sycophants its Preſence-Chamber throng : 
No faithleſs Stewards there falſe Leigers keep; 
No Orphans ſtarve, no Helpleſs Widows weep: 
There no bale Friend deccives a generous Truſt 
No ragged Virtue gives gilt Vice dilguſt: 

No Virgins there for raviſh'd Honour pine; 
No Suits of Law diſturb the Peace Divine: 
No Sounds of War unarmed Virtue fright ; 

No Murderers abuſe the Robes of Night: 

No Bullies there Celeſtial Wrath dety ; 

The Vine has no Adorers in the Sky : 

No Gluttons there Lucullian Banquets keep; 
No Theif unchains the balmy Eye of Sleep: 
No Pride invades the Borders of the Sky; 
No Gold can make its Juſtice ſtep awry: 

Nor in a word, does ought unpleaſant prove, 
But all is Harmony, all Joy, all Love. 


The Character of a Wi e Man. 


Wiſe Man is the thing he ſeems to be; 

The Pride of Nature. and Society, 

All the Viciſſitudes that Fate e er drew, 
Howe'er ſurpriſing, are to him not new, 

Having in Thought each Chance already ſeen, 
That can to aid or hinder interveen. 

Occaſion is the Card by which he ſteers, 

Nor ſlave to Hope, nor yet to anxious Fears. 
III Actions he deteſts, but Glory loves; 

Not for Affection, but by it he moves. 

Wich the ſame Face he Governs and Obeys, 

And nought beyond Ability Eſſays. 
Fortune he Brffles, and Contemns her Throne, 
And is himſelf Diſpoſer of his own. 

When Thunder Roars, not ſecking for defence, 
He calmly ſleeps ſecure in Innocence. | 
Gawdy Apparel is below his Care; 0 


Truth is the Robe he moſt delights to wear; 

His Mind eternally ſerene and, clear. 

All Faults, but of his Friends, in filence die 

Not worth remark, but thoſe ſtill meet his Eye. 
ei "Tk 4 Die 


— 
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"2 Dialogue betwixt Reaſon and Paſſion. 


it Paſ. 82 ſpoil'd of all I cer accounted dear, 
It All that was worthy either hope or fear; 
1 All that e er learnt my erring Soul to tread 
1 The paths of Virtue; ſince my All is fled; bs 
1 All that cou'd ſmooth Life's Care- contracted Thread; 
Tell me ye Pow'rs for what enormous Crime 
Am! condemn'd to be the Slave to Time: 
Since Curs'd by you, why do your Laws decree 
It Sin to lanch into Eternity? 
Whate'er's uncaſie Reaſon does allow 
To caſt it off, and done, the Deed avow : 
Which being granted, and fince Life is ſo, 
Why may I not the Burden from me throw ? 
Why not unthreaten'd, lay aſide the Chain, 
The Means, if not the Cauſe of all my Pain? 
Or does your ſportive Vengeance think it fit, 
That what we wiſh, you ought not to permit ? 
Reaf. Ceaſe ſintul Wretch thus to expoſtul 
With thy Creator, and accuſe thy Fate: 
If that thy Loſs be great, look Home, and ſee 
How ſtands the Record of Iniquity. 
If that Swells high, if Errors overflow, 
No Wonder that thy Sufferings does ſo. 
But waving this, what Bleſſing have you loſt ? 
Paſ. Why, ſucha one as Earth no more can boaſt. 
Regſ. More vain your Grief, in that you thus deplore 
A certain Lofs, ſince of the kind no more. 
Ills but in proſpect to Lament is vain, 
But paſt, once broken from the fatal Chain, 
To Murmur at, or fruitleſly to ſeek, 
In Griefa Remedy, is yet more weak. 
Paſ. And yet to have no Sence of Miſery, 
Looks no: like Courage, but Stupidity. 
To grieve when Nature's overcharg'd with Wo, 
No more's a Crime than for the Wind to Blow, 
Or for a Veſſel full, to overflow. 
And if my Grief ſhow'd ferze-on Reaſon's Seat, 
Shake Senſe's Throne, ſtill were my Loſs more great. 
Rea. Is it a Parent you Lament? 
Paſ. Oh ! no. 
Rea. A Brother? Child? 
Paſ. Such common Tidesof Wo 
Cou d ne'er unhinge my Femper: Qs d alone, 
I've loſt each Heſſing that you namꝭd in one ; 
The Aid of Father, Tendernefs of Mother, 
Love of a Child, and Friendiutp af a Brother. 
I in a Friend have loſt a FHN, whofe Care 
To prop my Fate, well Merits this Deſpair. 


ate 


Yet 


1 


vet witneſs Hea ven; tho” with him. is Flown 
My chief Support, tis for the Man alone 
I thus Lament ; tho ready to Relieve 
My craving Wants, tis him, not his, Þ Grieve. 
Rea. Spoke like a Friend; nor can I deem your Wo 
In ought unjuſt, while it a Bound does know.; 
But if you curb not Grief, twill ſurely Climb 
From Step to Step, till it commence a Crime. 
Conſider that the Life of Man 
At full extent is but a Span; 
Time treads our Vital round in haſt, 
Like Lightning ſcarcely ſeen e re paſt. 
Conſider tho? the Bonds of Love 
Seem to command; unbounded, Care ; 
You had no Promiſe from above 
How long you ſhou d the Bleſſing ſhare. 


Confider tho? foft Friendſhip: Cry 


The putrid Grave 
By Fates decree, 

Enjoy the Brave, 4. 
More Rich than me; 


Whatever Lives will ſurely Die. 
Think ke wiſe ſince on Virtues Wings 
Your Noble Friend did foar, 
He's taſting now Joys deathlefs Springs; 
Think this, and grieve no more. 
Paſ. To Counſels eafte common Wits can Frame 
Inſtructive Rules, and play with Reaſon's Name 3 


But Oh to follow — theres the wond'rous Art; 
The Tongue has ſwifter Motions than the Heart. 


Yet ſince thy words do Wear 
The Robes of Sence, 
I will from hence 


Blaſpheming Grief farbear. 


of GLUTTONY. 


TP HIS beafily Vice deteſted by each Heart 
Where Virtue dwells, gave Death his eldeſt Dart. 
Twas a voracious Luſt miſlead the Mi 

Of Eve to Eat, which eating, loſt Mankind; 
Nor has this Vice loſt ought of ancient Hate, 
Conſuming Body, Spirit and Eſtate. FER 
From this Rank” Pura flows Debauchery, 
Dulneſs of Mind, Sloth, 39 


Want 
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Want and Diſ eaſes, by which Friendly aids, 
Death Nature's Fort ſucceſsfully invades ; | 
And ere that Age makes Natural the Blow, 
Life's Vice-beat Fortreſs does with eaſe o'erthrow ; 
This is the ſpreading Peſtilence that fills 5 
With ſuch vaſt Sums our Weak and Monthly Bills. 
Exceſs of Meat (tho Moderately good,) 
To each Diſeaſe affords the Rankeſt Food. 
What ſhame is this? how far below a Beaſt? 
To Pamper that which one Day Worms muſt Feaſt ? 
Nature asks little, true Neceſſity 
From Complement and Niceneſs both is free : 
If Hunger's eas d, Nature will ne'er diſpute 
What Viands made the craving Stomach mute; 
Nor matters it: The Fleeting Reliſh loſt, 
The mean and precious but one Value boaſt. 
Brown Bread or white, Wine cool'd with Alpine Snow, 
Or Waters which from healthy Fountains flow, 
Are all alike to Nature, Senſe alone 
Makes the diſtinctiog, Nature knows of none. 
Yet tho' our Wants Mar ſuch a narrow Robe, 
Our Luſts wear larger; for the ſpacious Globe 
Two narrow ſeems. From Land to Sea we haſte, 
From Sea to Air, to pleaſe luxuriant Taſte ; | 
Thus while the Elements their Tributes ſend, 
We on the Belly more than Soul attend. 


* „* a r 


The Poor Man's Comfort. 


ELL me, Luxuriant Mortals, you whoſe Eyes 
Look only upward, all below deſpiſe ; _ 
Bating your Wealth {the brave Man's ſlighted gueſt) 
What can you boaſt more than the moſt Oppreſt ? 
Your Droſs apart (which makes Preſumption ſwell) 
in what do you the meaneſt he excel? IN 
Did the Creating Mind beſtow more thought 
In forming you? Or, do you think you're wrought 
Of Matter more refin'd than re the Poor > 
If ſo; think twice, and cheat yourſelves no more. 
Is there a Sinew, Artery, or Bone, 5 3 
That is peculiar to the Rich alone??? 7 
Can there be namd a ſingle Excellence SY 
That is not common? Courage, Strength and Senſe 
Are Goods that for beſt Gratitude do call, 
Yet not confined; but diffus d thro all 
Nay, and if Virtue in a homely'Weed ' © 
Were not Deſpis'd, the ter; beſt ſucceed. 
1 Jing ee a 13293 ei. Or 
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Or do the Rich ſuppoſe their Gold can Buy, 
(As here on Earth) Poſſeſſions in the Sky > 
Or that their Titles will Sufficient prove, 
(Tho? Stain'd with Vice) to cauſe Reſpect above ? 
If ſo, tis Vain; God being ſurely free 
From Mortal Paſſions, acts impartially :. 
Nay, een his Word, that we might not Miſtruſt, 
Says Heav'n, is only deſtin'd for the Juſt ; 
Where Virtue does not the diſtinction frame, 
The King and Beggar are to him the ſame ; 
Which being true by the Divine Decree, 
The Joys of Heav'n to the Poor are tree ; 
Tho! ſcorn'd on Earth (if Sacred Virtue prove 
To gild their Lives) they are carre(sd above 
Freed from Luxuriant Malice and Deſpight, 
Their Rags are changed to Robes retulgent Bright; 
Then ceaſe prefumptuous Wretches to deſpiſe 
Your needy Brothers; ceaſe with ſcornful Fyes 
To view the Poor; left when diſrob'd of Clay, 
Your Sin-ſoil'd Souls appear more loath'd than they. 
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The Character of a Lady's Lap- Dog. 


F you would have a Spark the Fair to pleaſe, 
1 'Tis one that's wholly dedicate to Eaſe; 
One that becomes his gaudy Trappings well, 
And in the Art of Dreſſing does excel; 
Who knows to Patch, and where in all the Face, 
Pride's Seal will yeild the moſt becoming Grace; 
Whoſe Tongue on Wheels of Eloquence does move, 
Long-ſtudied Phraſes, Metaphors above A 
Each common Thought ; nay, what themſelves can't wel! 
Explain, if urg*d; but that were to rebel: 
To doubt the meaning of ſuch Standard Sence, 
Were Civil War with Reaſon to Commence, 
One that has been in Italy or France, 
Sings with Diſcretion, neatly treads a Dance; 
Walks Alamode, inur'd to Scrue and Swing, 
One that loves Fighting as he loves his King ; 
One that knows well to toſs the ſcented Box, | 
And bear with patience either Wind or P---- | 
Smiles with a Grace, Bows with an Air uncommon, 
This is the Man that Charms our modern Woman: 
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A Dialogue barwiner Alexander ant 
Diogenes. 


Alex. EEL me, Diogenes, why doſt deſpiſe 

A Monarchꝭs proffer? Wert thou truly Wiſe, 
The good J offer would acceptance meet. 
Il change thy Poverty to Wealth. 

Dio. Retreat. 

If Wealth is all a Monarch can beſtow, 
Kings are the great Diſtributers of Wo. 

How many Cares, how many Vices wait, 
(Unknown to want) on Man's exalted State? 
The humble Fate is ſtill ſerene and clear 3 
Who moſt poſſeſs have ever moſt to fear. 
Envy by Day, the buſie Thief by Night, 
Lends ftings to Thought, and poyſons their Delight ; 
While Want unenvied does ſecurely live, | 
Nothing to boaſt, nor loſs of ought to grieve z 

Our Slumbers ſweet, our Steps undogg d we take, | 
And if careſs d, tis for our Virtues ſake ; 15 
Not hope of Gain, while the commanding few, 
If truly low d, can ſearce believe it true. 

Alex. III make thee Famous. 

Dio. That you ne'er can do, | 
Unleſs you've Pow'r to make me Virtuous too; 
Believe me, Prince, true Honour does not reſt 
In being near a Monarch's Throne or Breſt, 
But in good Actions 3 thoſe are they that ſwell 
The Rolls of Fame, and make a Man excel. 

Alex. What wouldſt thou have? 

Dio. What's rately found in Court, 
Wnkillied Peace, and Virtuous Report; | 
Which even thou midſt of thy Triumphs ne er 
Truly poſſeſs d, deny it if you dare. 
Can you deny the more your Sword acquires, 
The more inſatiate (till are your Deſires ? 

One Kingdom to another points the way, 
Which thirſt of Earth, Earth only can allay. 
Or can the Conqu'ter of the World deny, 
That in his over-avaricious Eye, 

His vaſt Poſſeſſions ſeem a narrow Seat 2 
The ſmall of others ſeem unmencely 3 
And you muſt own, tho? now poſſeſi d of more 
Than Birthright gave, you enjoy leſs than before 
Much Asks, much Care; Small Fortunes are poſſeſt 
With far leſs Thought, and yeild more Hours of Reſt. 
Nor is a Monarch's Happineſs ſo vaſt 

As People fancy, but with Clouds o ercaſt 


En 
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Een their Delights, ta en from Opinions Glaſs, 
The Pleaſures of the private Man ſurpaſs; 
Firſt, cauſe they are the Butt of Cenſure made, 
(What's done aloft but rarely meets a Shade.) 
And next, becauſe their Grandeur make 'em free 
To all they wiſh, which loath'd facility 
Palls their Delights; a little Toil and Pain, 
When once ſurmounted, renders ſweet the Gain. 


Alex. Too true, thou'ſt ſaid thy Wiſdom I admire; 
And if not, Alexander wou'd deſire 


To be Diogenes, whoſe Poverty 
Is more deſirable than Majeſty. 


Of a Countrey Life. 


OW happy is the Peaſant's Life? 
How tree from anxious Care? 
Not knowing Grandeur, knows no Strife; 
Storms breed in upper Air. 


Ambition does not break their Sleep, 
Nor Envy make em pine; 
Contented if their own they keep, 
And further Hopes as vain decline. 
Their Wiſhes faſhion'd to their State, 
In Peace's Channel flow; 
Not ſwelling, as tis with the great, 
To work their Owner's Wo. 


When Trumpets ſound they Cend an Ear; 
Fame's Muſick horrid call 

Yet tho' ſurpriz d, they know no fear, 
So near the Earth they dread no fall: 

Proud Buildings are to them unknown; 
An humble Cottage ſhields 

More ſurely than a Monarch's Crown; 
From whatſoc'er diſpleaſure yeilds. 


Glory the Darling of the Court, 
Coy Miſtreſs of Aſpiring Youth, 
Is there confin'd to Rural Sport, 
Or center'd in a rugged Truth. 


The Miſer's God; lock-breaking Gold, 
Does not a Rural Mind bewitch 3 
Capacious Barns their Treaſures hold, 
And juſt Men are with them the Rich: 


Wild Luſt that ever lov'd a ſhade, 
Does from their happy Shades withdraw 3 
Not daring Boſoms to invade, | 
Where Reaſon gives to Paſſion Law, 


H Deceit; 
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Deceit, tho ſtil'd has {ome an Art, | 
They reckon does the Man deface; 5 
Nor own a Medium in Deſert ; 
Who is not juſt, is ſurely baſe. 


Impiety they do deteſt, 

As Suiters dodelay ; 
Fearing to Harbour ſuch a gueſt, 

For as they work they pray. 
Een in their Paſtimes innocent, 
The Fiſhing-Rod and Gun, 
Worſe Exerciſes do prevent, 

And Hours with pleaſure Crown. 


Then grant me Heav'n ſuch a Life, 

So innocently Free; 

From all the various Seeds of Strife, 
That ſoil Society. 


Lask not Powrr, Wealth or Fame, 
Enough to ſay I am not Poor 

Enongh to ſhield my Days from Shame, 
Is al I ask, all I implore. 


An humble Cottage to command, 
A wholſome Fountain by; 

A uſeful Thicket near at Hand, 
My hopes no higher fly. 

Where with a Study and a Friend, 
The richeſt Jem of Lite, 

I cou'd my Days begin and end, 
No matter for a Wife. 


The Character of Revenge. 


R Evenge, like Juſtice, does a Weapon ſway, 

But wants the ork which ſhou'd each Action weigh. 

Juſtice and Reaſon Hand in Hand appear; 

3 Herds only with wild Rage or Fear: 

The Wounds of Juſtice Law does juſtifie, 

Revenge ſtrikes thro both Law and Equity. 

This is the difference; and ſurely they 

That ſeek Revenge, {mall Prudence do diſplay ; 

For in Revenge we can but even be, 

But Mercy gives us the Supremacy. 

Wrongs to revenge, Guilt's Purple Robe does wear ; 

 Slighting Abuſe, makes Innocence appear. 1 
0 
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To thirſt for Blood is Brutal; to forgive 
Is like a Chriſtian, and a Prince to live. 
Thoughts of Revenge does but enlarge the Sore; 
Keeps green the Wound, which elſe might meet a Cure. 
Theretore ſince Actions paſt are paſt recal, 
Our Thoughts ſhould on our preſent Bus'neſs fall: 
Not with our Foes our own Ofrthrow purſue; 
But leave Revenge to whom Revenge is due. 


The V ici ſitude of T hings. 


T H E Wile have {aid nought's new on Earth, 
Experience ſpeaks the ſame ; 
One's Exit ſigns another Birth, 


And all the Fruth proclaim. 
The Summer to the Spring ſucceeds, 
Plump Autumn claims his place; 


And Winter crown'd with wither'd Reeds, 
Helps to compleat the Race. 


Swiſt Minutes to the Hour poſt, 
The Hours form the Day; 

Days ſwell the Month, the Months are loſt 
In Years which glide away. 


Strong Youth leads on to feeble Age, 
Age to the Grave deſcends ; 

And to new Races leaves Life's Stage, 
Which likewiſe have their ends. 


Some Arts are loſt, while others riſe ; 

Learning is but a ſhade; | 1 
Books which our Father moſt did priſe, 

Are now Waſte-Paper made. 


Our Native Tongue has born its part, 
Now polite, once moſt rude; 

Nor are our Laws ſheild by Deſert, 
From ſure Viciſſitude. 


The Sons of Mars new Laws have made 

War bears no Antique Face ; 
Nay, Arms to guard, or to invade, 

re all of Modern Race. 

Opinions change, from Truth Divine 
Many falſe Tenets flow; 
Vice-ſhaken Realms their Heads incline, 
Andeourt their Overthrow. 
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Then wonder not, Miſtaken Fair, | 
If Love to Scorn convert ; 
Who bids me Languiſh and Deſpair, 
I think unworthy of my Heart. 


But Paſſion rul'd your Senſe you ſay, 
When you that Sentence gave; 

But Reaſon beckond me away, 
And bid me Scorn with Scorn out-brave. 


7 — 
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Vanity Diſplay : Or, The Beaux Auato- 


mis d. 


I NCE tts of Modern Vanity I write, 

| No Muſe Ill ſummons to my Aid, but Spight : 
A juſt Reſentment ſhall their Crames relate, 

And ſcourge proud Folly to Shame's ſullied Gate; 
And firſt from whence their darling Name did riſe, 
Their painted outſide VII Anotamize ; 

And with the Head begin, on which is worn 

Hair, which does rather bury than adorn. 

And what yet more- prepoſterous does look, 

The Hat (whoſe brim they from the Spaniard took) 
Which ſurely ought to be equivolent 
To the vaſt Peruke; yet as if they'd ſpent 

Too much in Wigg, and being griev'd at that, 
They were reſolv'd to make it up in Hat 

The Brim is narrow, and that ſo cockt up, 

It looks not like a Hat, but angl'd Cup : 

Yet theſe are worn, and thought well to agree, 

(By Beaux no doubt) for Faith it ſeems to me, 
Like a Crow's Neſt built on a well-ſpread Tree. 

So much for Hats ; now let's the Hat-Bands ſee, 
Not worn of late as they were wont to bee ; 

But wreath'd round Hat with a new ſtarted Air, 
Like Buskin round the Leg of huffing Play'r. 
The Ancient Hero, if an Olive Bongh, 

For God-like Labours gracd his worthy Brow, 
Was highly pleas d; But our aſpiring Crew, 

To whom than Merit nothing is more new. 

Who ne'er knew Action that might claim a Place 


In Virtues Temple; a degenerate Race; 
With wreaths of Gold their worthleſs Temples brace. 
Nor is this all the waſte, the very Brim 
Is not exempted from its golden Trim: 
How this yain Faſhion did at firſt creep in 
1 know not, nor its Author, unleſs Sin; 

And yet I think we may ſecurely guels, 
he certain reaſon why our Beaux ſo preſs 


Their 
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Their Hats with Gold; it muſt be cauſe they fear 
As once a Grecian Poet) to appear 
broad by reaſon of their levity, 
Unleſs ſome Burden firſt pronounce 'em free 
From northern Blaſts, ſome large and friendly weight 
Promiſe to bayl them from the Feathers fate. 
The diffrence 'twixt the Poet and our Beaux, 
Is this, (if 1 ought of the matter know) 
The honeſt Greek is regiſter'd a Wit, ; 
And therefore only did his Burden fit 
To Heel : Our Beaux, who other Meaſures tread. 
Have the moſt need of Ballaſt in the Head. 
Then for their Neck-Cloths ſome as nicely rouPd, 
As Miſers do their Purſe-ſtrings, having told 
The (ſmiling Angels; ſome in Þreaſt tuckt in, 
Crog'd and puff d up as if to prop the Chin: 
Some down the Breaſt in ample pleats are laid, 
Then button d up ſome to the Wind diſplayed 5 
Some toſſed o'er Shoulder, ſome to Codpiece bow, 
And ſome are hung nor I nor they know how : 
Which Apiſh Cuſtom, granting it were free, 
(As it is not) from rankeſt Vanity, 
Still there is ground, till juſt cauſe to complain, 
As that much Coin and Linnen's ſpent in vain; 
For that which in a Week is waſted here, 
Might ſerve a thrifty Nation half a Year. 
Nor are their Shirts from the infection free? 
They too mult have their ſhare of Vanity; 
Tis not enough to purchaſe Lawn as fine 
As Hand can touch or ſwifteſt Wheel can twine ; 
But as if Linnen, were alone too Baſe, 
The Boſom muſt be raffl'd with a Lace, | 
Which jutting from the Breaſt waves like a Sail, 
A Train-Band Feather, ora Shock-Dog's Tail; 
Yet there are ſome ſo harden'd in their pride, 
That rather than they d deign to lay aſide 
This Female Bauble, will their Boſoms bare 
To Autumn Show'rs, and cold December's Air; 
Making thereby the Proverb prove not vain, 
Which ſays, Pride feels, but ne er will own a Pain. 
And next their Coats; which boaſt more Orriſs Laces, 
Then Play-Houſe Punks wear Patches on their Faces. 
Gold joſtles Gold, and thicker ſeems to fall, 4 
f 


Then vieing Cobwebs on the unſwept Wall 
Of Country Church, or City Miſer's Hall. Hh 
Then for the Faſhion which from France was brought, 
Ridiculous, beyond the reach of Thought; 

The Bodys ſtrait, but grac d with ſucha © Teeve, 

As might a Dwarf into its Womb receive 
In which the Arm no better Figure makes 
Than Clapper does in Bell, 17 Whore in Fakes 3 
1's © | 


Tis 


| 
| 
| 
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Tis loſt in width, like ſingle Coal in Barge, 
Or F arding Candle in a Sconce that's lar gc: 
And yet 'tis not enough to wear em thus 
Large to a proverb, fond ridiculous,” 
But that theſe monſtrous Sleeves muſt hang as low 
As Ruffles formerly were wont to do; | 
So buried is the Arm that none can {ee 
The Hand, unleſsit firſt extended be; 
Which as they walk at e'ery ſtep does {wag z 
Like bundl'd Writings in a Lawyer's Bag. 

Next to the Sword for tho' the Mungrels dare 
Not uſe a Sword, yet mighty oncs they wear, 
For the ſame cauſe that ſcme unſeaſon'd Bullics 
Do W hiskers wear, to fright the rawer Cullies: 

But yet our Beaux, to challenge a pretence 

For being Cowards, have with wondrous Sence 
Pitch'd on this Trick: The Sword which ovght to ſland 
(And as moſt do) within the reach of Hand, 

Our crafty Beaux, as we may daily ſce, 

Lets his tame Rapier dangle at his Knee ; 

That if abus d he may the Shame evade, 

Saying, he had not time to draw his Blade. 

But to proceed ;, the Sword thus worn by Beaux, 

As I have aid, ridiculouſly low, | 
Under the Coat, when walking doth ſo ſway, 

As Fiſh above and under Water play. 
Nor is the poſture all that's odd; the Sword 

Another cauſe for laughter does afford; 

The Mounting, tho' of fineſt Silver wrought, 
By Squeamiſh Beaux Nice Fancy is not thought 
Compleatly Rich, nor Gallant to his Mind, 

Unleſs it be with gawdy Ribbands twin'd ; 

Which on the Bow in order being fil d. 
Reſembles much the Hobby-Horſe of Child; 
And as the haughty Thing ſtalks big with Pride, 
Dangles like Porters Cordage by its (ide. 
The next Abſurdity that meets my views 

Is Muffs ; ſure ſuch as Ruſſia never knew 3 

At leaſt for length and magnitude; each one 
Well nigh as large as th common Rowling- Stone; 
And yet theſe Loads of Furr, tho they're alone 
Enough the name of Monſterous to own, 

Yet does it not their want of Wit expreſs, 

So much as a Luxuriant Exceſs; _ 

But itis the manner of the wearing ſno ws 
Their Vanity, and does the Fool diſcloſe. 
Muffs, which in their Original were meant 
For Wholeſome Uſe, not Apiſh Ornament, 
Are in our Age, by a perverted Rule, | 
Only deſign d to grace the Knee of Fool; 

If that may properly be ſtild a Grace, 

VVhich in adorning does the 2 deface: 
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But fince our Beaux have nam d it god, ruft? 
Howe er ridiculous, be | wiſe and juſt El 26554 3-71 1 
Nay more, it muſt he a moſt il eaſing ſigi hp 
(Since horrid Objects often yeild delight) ) 
To ſee a Muff, which on the Hand ſhould: be, 
O monſtrous Nice) hang dangling at che Kne r 
Like Angler's Pouch, o ercharg d with Fiſli and Bait 
(Rare piece of Pride) it beats the Air, in tate; ' :. 
Nor is their Rigging all that's Worthy blame, at 
Their very Speech, (intollerable ſham )) 
Nicely ad juſted, 8 bound to Rules of Art; 4 * 1 14 ' 113 2 
. Muſt compleat the Monſter Heaxs a part; 8 
For honeſt Nature is not worth a F---t, - 
(Take their own Phraſe) unleſs improv'd, they cry, 
VVhere with their leaves I humbly think they Lie : 
For what's more Noble than our Thoughts to vent 
In words familiar, and without conſtraint ? 
To cull Expreſſions, or declare a Skill 
Of chuſing words, in Company looks ill; 
For common Converſation ought to be 
As much from Niceneſs as Debauch'ry free; 
Affected Strains corrupt Socley. | 
Not that Id have a Man of generous Blood _ 
In ought reſemble the polluted Crowd. 
But know himſelf ; not ſullenly affect 
A Huckley-hole or Grub. Street Dialect: 
Such an Extream were thoughtleſly to run 
Into an Error great as that we ſhun. ' | 
No, there's a mean on {ſolid Reaſon hing d, 
A Center Law, the which if not infring'd, 
Renders a Man capacited to ſpeak, 
In words adapt, nor rough, nor yet too weak; 
Which ſure is beſt, does it not bear the face, 
Of pamper d folly, and a fnind that's baſe 1 Y 
For any Engliſh Man to Shoulder in, 
In'comwÞn Talk, Words to the Turk akin; 2 
Som nick d from Spain, and ſome from France are ſtole; 
And ſome muſt croſs the Alps to mark a Fool; 
What can be more ridiculous hin this? 
Yet with Town-Foplings Wat fre common is? 
Brittain is thought no Native Grace to ſhare, 
All that becotnes or boaſts the Name of Rare; 
Iz not our own, but borrow'd Fore in Ware; 
ich if well us'd, with true Diſcretion worn, 
II not deny but that it might adorn ; 
But when diſcording Languages are mixt, 
And Cuſtoms blindly blended too, betwixt 
The which there rages an Eternal War, 
Nor can a peace he hop d to ſmooth the Scar, 
While by thoſe Cuſtoms Realms diſtinguiſh'd are: 
What's more abſurd? Or what can we expect 
To have at laſt, if fondly we affect 2 
This Madneſs, but à huddl'd Dialett > 
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Proud Babel : Fate upon —— a e 2011/8, 
Nor what Wl tamper — all. a 
Lan „like Gold, if not reſind with Care, 
Is loſt in Fume,: evaporates: to: Air. ng 3t 18. 
Thus Beaux not only ſhame the Britiſh Rake | 
(Fam'd for more A 7 but wou d debaſe * 
Their Native Tongue, 6 by grave Men juſtly 7 pris 0 
And make 1 * — cher Ives, in time deſpis | 
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